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Hey there, awesome reader!

Welcome, welcome, welcome! First off, let me tell you how absolutely thrilled I am to have you here flipping through these pages. You know, writing this book was like embarking on a wild adventure with a dash of chaos sprinkled in. From the moment the idea sparked in my mind, I knew I had to dive in head-first, no lifebuoy in sight. I mean, who doesn't love a good challenge, right? So here we are, together on this journey. Now, let me spill the beans on how this book came to life. Picture me, coffee in one hand, a mountain of research papers stacked to the ceiling, and a burning desire to share something phenomenal with the world. I dug deep into countless resources, interviewed amazing folks, and spent what felt like an eternity crafting words that would pop off the page. Each chapter is like a little slice of my soul infused with the wisdom I’ve gathered along the way. It was important for me to make this work accessible, relatable, and just downright fun to read. After all, learning should never feel like a chore! As you turn these pages, you’re not just reading; you're embarking on a rollercoaster of emotions, ideas, and fresh perspectives. I poured my heart into each sentence, so you could feel every ounce of my passion. I can’t wait for you to discover the twists and turns I’ve woven into this narrative. There’s laughter, there’s reflection, and there’s plenty of moments that might make you think, 'Wow, I never looked at it that way before!' It’s not just a collection of thoughts; it’s an experience. And as the words unspool, I challenge you to engage fully, to ask questions, and to let your imagination run wild. I'm not just sharing information; I want to provoke thought and stir up emotions! So grab your favorite snack, get cozy, and prepare yourself for an exhilarating ride from start to finish. I’ll guide you through uncharted territory filled with unexpected insights. That’s right; we’re going off the beaten path! Trust me, you’ll want to stick around for the juicy bits. By the end of this book, you’ll not only have a wealth of knowledge but hopefully a newfound enthusiasm for whatever piqued your interest. I believe wholeheartedly that this book can make a difference, even if it’s just nudging you to think differently about the world. So, are you ready? Let’s unlock the door to a world of possibilities, one page at a time. I promise it’ll be worth every word. Together, we’ll explore the depths and soar to new heights in understanding. Buckle up, and let the adventure begin! With every flip of the page, I hope you feel the excitement that fueled my writing. And if you ever find yourself lost in thought, remember: it’s not just reading; it’s about connection, growth, and the thrill of discovery. Let’s seize the moment and dive right in!

Stay curious, my friend!

Nimai Chandra Das aka Noriel Morales Jarito
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​Arrival
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​Homecoming

Efren’s feet roundly struck the concrete floor of Manila Ninoy Aquino International Airport, a familiar yet foreign sensation. The moment felt surreal, as if time had paused to let him absorb the reality of his return. Jagged memories, like shards of glass, began slicing through his consciousness, instigating predominantly painful recollections with every step he took toward the exit.

The sounds of Tagalog voices swirled around him—a cacophony of laughter, excited shouts, and heartfelt reunions. He watched families embrace with tears in their eyes, siblings playfully jostling each other, as friends reunited, full of joyful laughter and joyous chatter. Each echo felt like a sharp reminder of the warmth he had left behind, a heating sensation of nostalgia wrapped in a shroud of regret.

As Efren navigated through the sea of humanity, he caught hints of the omnipresent aroma of local delicacies wafting through the air—adobo, lechon, and binagoongan wafting lazily toward him, stirring his senses. The familiar scents tugged at his heartstrings, igniting memories of family dinners where stories were exchanged over delectable dishes. The brimming joy of those simple moments, however, felt worlds away now, eclipsed by the suffocating weight of unfulfilled dreams hanging ominously beneath his skin.

He stepped outside, where the sticky heat enveloped him like a heavy blanket, a brutal reminder that nothing had changed. The sun blazed mercilessly above, reflecting off the black pavement and creating waves of shimmering distortion in the distance. As he neared the waiting taxis, Efren felt the weight of his choices—each one a heavy rock thrown into the ocean of his regret, rippling outward with devastating consequences.

As he stood in line, waiting for his turn, the images flooded his mind. Memories of nights spent in the shadowy corners of underground casinos, where he had placed all his hope on the spin of a wheel or the throw of dice, emerged unbidden. His heart beat heavily in his chest, a rhythm dictated by remorse and despair. The thrill of those fleeting moments quickly morphed into haunting shadows, foreboding whispers of what awaited him.

The moments in Saudi Arabia replayed like a poorly orchestrated film, flashing scenes of joy and disaster side by side. The camaraderie he had felt among his fellow expatriates stood in stark contrast to the solitude that awaited him back home. His aspirations of returning as a success had crumbled before him like the brittle promises of a sugar candy, dissolving with the first taste of reality. 

He remembered promising himself that it would be different this time—that this stint abroad would provide a chance to match his dreams with tangible outcomes, to finally give his family the life he had envisioned for them. Now, he faced the world as a hollow shell, the ghost of a man who had run out of possibilities like a clock that no longer ticked.

As the taxi driver chatted incessantly on the way back to his tenement, Efren caught snippets of the city filtering through his ears—news of the latest celebrity scandals and sports updates, the gossip of neighborhood disputes, all soaking in the daily reality of a metropolis bursting at the seams with life. The driver’s voice was cheerful, but Efren felt isolated in his despair, like a dam behind which all his emotions bottled up. He forced a smile when their eyes met, yet inside, a tempest raged. The rhythm of the vehicle felt alien, contrasting sharply with the pounding echo of his heart.

The car chugged along the bustling streets of Manila—each block revealing scenes of both chaos and beauty. Street vendors shouted their wares, fruit piled high like vibrant little monuments; colorful jeepneys danced around each other, zipping past with an infectious energy that seemed at odds with his sinking heart. Bright murals adorned walls, whispering tales of hope and artistry juxtaposed against the harshness of daily survival, reminding him of his own creative aspirations left untouched. But, as the city grinned and thrived, Efren could only dwell in the memory of a fleeting joy now stained deep with shadows.

His gaze shifted out the window toward the streets, adorned with vibrant colors and life, but all he could see were the tawdry reminders of his failures. The poverty was omnipresent; children playing in the dirt, bare feet running over broken pavement, their laughter mingling with the sounds of deals being struck in hushed tones, tension simmering just beneath the surface.

He was startled from his musings when the taxi jolted to a stop. The driver flashed him a bright smile, unaware of the weight of Efren's thoughts. A small part of Efren appreciated the driver’s innocent joy, but another part recoiled from it, tasting the bitterness of envy.

As he stepped out of the vehicle onto the uneven pavement of his tenement complex, the familiar scent of damp concrete and moldy walls washed over him, flooding him with memories more vivid than any dream he'd had. Here, surrounded by the decaying structure that had witnessed both laughter and anguish, Efren felt the crushing weight of his choices closing in once more. Each step toward his home was laden with ghosts—unresolved issues, long-lost ambitions, and moments he wished he could erase.

Navigating the worn staircase leading to his apartment, he couldn't help but notice the peeling paint as if the walls were slowly shedding themselves like dead skin. This place, which once bristled with laughter and life, felt suffocated beneath the burden of his shattered dreams. He paused at the door, heart pounding in his chest, the unmistakable blend of excitement and dread coursing through him.

He pushed the door open to find everything as he expected yet so different. The dim lighting revealed a chaotic environment—clothes strewn over the floor, dishes piled high in the sink like miniature monuments to neglect. And there, in the midst of the filth and disarray, was Lani. Her silhouette danced with ethereal grace, but just as quickly, it twisted into a figure that felt overshadowed by his fury and sorrow.

Lani turned, her expression morphing from surprise to a strange mix of concern and something darker. He opened his mouth, fiercely wanting to exclaim his joy, but the words twisted in his throat, caught amid a tangle of bitterness and regret. Time once spun fluidly between them; now, it felt jagged, each moment leading to the silence that built a wall between their hearts. His heart, once buoyed by her presence, now lay heavy in his chest, draped in the shadows of lost connections.

The air thickened with unspoken words—caught between the thrill of reunion and the heaviness of their shared history. Memories of laughter, tender touches, and whispered dreams echoed through his mind, all blurring into echoes of what was once cherished, now threatened by the weight of unresolved resentment.

Though Lani wore a bright smile as she wiped her hands on her apron, there was an electric charge in the air—one that flavored every breath he took. He felt both drawn toward her and repelled by it, each heartbeat clashing as the love that still lingered swirled dangerously with a simmering jealousy and betrayal.

“What happened to you?” she asked, her voice tinged with the subtle worry of a rekindled flame, tender yet guarded. The question ignited an explosive fire within him, the necessity to defend himself against the assault of her curiosities mixed with an aching yearning for understanding.

As he rifled through the layers of bitterness, self-loathing, and a desperate longing for acceptance, he felt the weight of their shared memories bearing down on him. "You wouldn’t understand," he finally replied, the words tasting bitter on his tongue. The distance between his present self and the vibrant dreams of love and life they had once shared felt insurmountable.

While they stood among the remnants of what once was, the memories mocked him—permutating his thoughts until they formed a whirlwind of chaos just like the mingled lives in the streets below. The bittersweet reminiscence of their once-buried affection clashed violently with the feeling of betrayal coursing through him, like the tumultuous waves crashing at the shore.

The closeness they had once shared transformed into an abyss filled with unhealed wounds, each lingering moment tinged with regret, echoing back to days spent riding the currents of love now tainted with disappointment. 

As he stared deeply into Lani's eyes, searching desperately for solace amid the turmoil, shadows loomed within him—fragments of his past encased by fading hopes. What began as an eagerness to embrace his homecoming morphed into a tangled web of despair, connecting the events of his life etched into the fabric of his essence. 

This moment, which should have heralded warmth, felt instead like a cold wind cutting through the vitals. Could they ever reconnect once more without the stark memories of screams, loss, and despair casting shadows upon their attempts at reconciling? 

What was left of their love hung in the air, fragrant yet bitter, as they wrestled with the bonds that had once anchored them to each other and now threatened to tear them apart. Each passing moment drained the sources of joy in the atmosphere, leaving behind crackling sparks of longing, anger, and unresolved conflict.

The day, with its ferocious light and warmth, faded slowly into twilight, casting an indigo hue over what had once been hopeful. As dusk unveiled the truths that lay hidden beneath, Efren realized that homecoming would never be as simple as returning to a physical space; rather, it was a path laden with the echoes of his past. 

Just as he thought there was a chance of rekindling their bond, jagged memories of things left unsaid seemed determined to haunt him eternally. In this cacophony of nostalgia, betrayal, and fear, Efren understood that not all homecomings were joyous—some were fraught with shadowed hearts and chaotic minds, intricately woven tapestry of despair.

He inhaled deeply, trying to gather his disjointed thoughts, hoping to harness that flame of love still flickering within him, but he felt overwhelmed, caught up in the edges of a tempest he could not control. And so, standing on the precipice of his past, Efren waited in uncertain silence, aware that in order to truly return home, he would need to confront the demons lurking in the corners of his heart—only then could he hope to rebuild the fragile remnants of the life he once sought to embrace.
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​Echoes of Despair
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​The Jeepney Ride

The sun hung heavy in the Manila sky, an unforgiving orb that cast down its scorching rays on the bustling streets below. Efren squeezed into the crowded jeepney, a colorful symbol of the Filipino spirit, yet today it felt less like an emblem of vibrancy and more like a sardine can. He shouldered past a man holding a basket of bananas, a teenager with headphones blasting the latest pop hits, and an elderly woman clutching a red plastic bag filled with goods. Each bump and lurch of the vehicle whispered stories of hardship and resilience, yet for Efren, all he felt was the weight of his own failures dragging him beneath the surface of the chaos around him.

As the jeepney began its winding journey through the heart of the city, the noise enveloped him—a symphony of honking horns, street vendors shouting their wares, and the laughter of children playing in the dirt. The vibrant streets of Manila were alive, yet Efren felt utterly detached, swallowed whole by a wave of memories that surged forth like a relentless tide. The laughter of children flitted through his mind like a fleeting bird, reminding him of his own childhood—a time when hope echoed through the walls of their cramped home, a time before debt and despair had stolen that laughter away.

“You wanted to provide for them,” a voice in his head reminded him, the ever-present reminder of his motivations for leaving home,

He recalled his son, Nico, barely old enough to speak but already burdened with questions that Efren could not answer. 

“Where’s Daddy?”

“Where is Daddy?” A stab of guilt pierced his heart. 

His own determination to escape poverty had sent him halfway across the world, chasing a life he believed would lead them to abundance. In Saudi Arabia, dreams were shrouded in the glow of dollars that slipped through his fingers faster than he could spend them, tangled amidst his gambling habits that he swore he would conquer. Instead of victory, he returned home with empty pockets and a heart heavy with regret.

As the jeepney lurched to the side, Efren’s body jostled against a young mother holding her child. Her tired eyes met his for a brief moment, filled with an understanding that transcended words—a shared experience of struggle. He offered a weak smile, but it faltered under the weight of his reality.

“Our lives are a cycle,” he thought bitterly. “Work, eat, sleep. Struggle.” The hustle of the city was a repetitive soundtrack to his discontent, and as the streets blurred past him, he felt more like a voyeur in his own life, observing the vibrant tapestry around him while remaining trapped in shades of gray.
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